42            THE TALE  OF  BEOWULF

XII. GRENDEL COMETH INTO HART:
OF THE STRIFE BETWIXT HIM AND
BEOWULF.

CAME then from the moor-land, all under
the mist-bents,                                         710

Grendel a-going there, bearing God's anger.

The scather the ill one was minded of mankind

To have one in his toils from the high hall aloft.

'Neath the welkin he waded, to the place whence
the wine-house,

The gold-hall of men, most yarely he wist

With gold-plates fair colour'd; nor was it the
first time

That he unto Hrothgar's high home had betook
him.

Never he in his life-days, either erst or there-
after,

Of warriors more hardy or hall-thanes had found.

Came then to the house the wight on his ways,   720

Of all joys bereft; and soon sprang the door
open,

With fire-bands made fast, when with hand he
had touch'd it;

Brake the bale-heedy, he with wrath bollen,

The mouth of the house there, and early there-
after